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For my grandchildren: 
Joshua, Annie, Alec, Hannah, Grace — 
five fingers reaching out in time and space. 


Frayed Edges 


—‘“the unheard, the unspent, that which is around 
the edges of whatever may be...” 
—A.R. Ammons 
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Cursor Heart 


“We quit the here below and build beyond, 
toward the land of the Great Yes.” 
— Paul Klee 
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The Blowhole 


— Each species and each individual strives to contain the 
creative and abolishing maelstrom that pours unseen through the 
generations.” 

—Loren Eiseley, The Unexpected Universe 


The surf lifts 

towering against cliff 

walls of Fthe Enchanted 
Isles, hisses 

through fissured rock, 
explodes through primeval 
stone ina sounding 

mist of spray. 


The marine iguana blinks blushing 
green, blue snd red, drowsing 
through reptilian time, 

finches flutter in the cactus 

forest. Here young Darwin 
anchored among die shield-shaped 
volcanoes, watched the Galapagos 
turtles, sketched those finches’ beaks, 
mysterious novelties, wondered 
how slow time and island isolation 
transmute all living 

things in a bubbling 

sea of change. 


As the salt Pacific 

risen in a chasm 

changes into cloudy mist, 
wets the cliff’s edge, 

so words transform 

chaos, weave through 

their splintering 

spaces elusive messages, 
spell out the shifting | future. 
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Cursor 


On this dark screen letters shine 
green on black: cursor heart 
beats, insists my faltering line 


continue, blinks reproach that I delay 
my chance to say the word, as I sit 
thinking how to stay the way 


we were, or by moving light around 
change how to see the world—which 
way, which way? —cursor’s patient 


measure ticks, marks my place, moves 
back to black obliteration, says 
green, green, green against the dark. 
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Bird Thought 


My thought is a nervous 
nuthatch: it will always 

tum upside down to feed, climb 
down the tree headfirst, twist 


around a spiral stair, 

descend and wind itself around 
some dark-barked truth 

then, distracted by a wormhole 


peck and hammer at the spot: 
stall, hanging down 
and frautic, cling under 


purple shade. 


Miud, disorient feeder, 

I cry, as it daits down, 
rump to the sky, take wing, 
leave off grubbing insects. 


Luok, there's the sky, a slant 
thiu line of mountaimside, 
shakiug tups of trees; sail, 

soai, see the curve of the world. 
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With Grace 
—for Grace Di Santo 


Rushed, 1emember, 

we ran out of 
din and dust 

of Manhattan streets into 
Balducci’s barn: 

barrels and bins 
heaped with herbs 

herring and cheeses 
amber ouls odorous 

onions and olives 
pickles, green parsley 

melons split, pmk 
and luscious orange, 

linguine, lasagna 
Chiauti and clams, 

cherry tomatues — 
yout bountiful milieu as much 

as Henry Moores 
seated sculpted fainilies 

wed just seen 
like love's reliauces 

his lowermg, lonely 
helmeted heads 

hewu oi carved 
wounds or yes 

wary, havoc-wrought 
yet unyielding 

yearulug potency. 
Now helmeted ru haubeik 

yuu ve hastened tu war 
banunerets blowing 

stitf m the breeze. 
You tall ou the fell 

foe that God hates. 
Green aud gold glean 

against your vermiliou 
azuce aud argent 

armored, sword 
you Flay 
iu furious force 

the uufarthful who flee 

the Holy Land defiled. 
Giace, your good name 

Qreat epouuym 
for plenitude, power 

parries disease 
cussets yuur castle 

under sign of she Ciuss. 


flashiug, 
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Song fur Sue Betty 


—ufter Lisel Mueller 
Among problems, she is the clue, 
among computers, the IBM, 
among chaos, she sees the pattern, 
among days, she is Friday afternoon. 


Among trowns, she is the Mona Lisa, 
among shoes, the one that fits, 
among voices, hers has the lilt, 
among potpourri, she’s the rose. 


Among winds, she lifts the fog, 

among fishermen, she reels in the catch, 

among shells on the beach, she’s the one to keep, 

among trees, the dogwood in bloom at the edge of the woods. 


Inner Space 


for M.B.C. 
Like spiked amber chestuut 
burrs, your eyes circled in blue 
reflect eaith, towering sky, 
ceuter black wells of tuner 
space. Quadrauts of light shift, 


ray warnings tu erraut 

sallors —turu, insistent 
returning —like a Bach 
invention sounding in autumn 
weather, warm at noon, but cool 


as wind shakes a scarlet 
leat twisting dowu 

trom tieetup light to dark 
fertile earth, memory’s 
hvaided veiu. 
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Up Jacob’s Ladder 


After her mother died, Cousin Mary, 
past her promised threescore and ten, 
suffered from insomnia. She kept 
her light on late, reading about 


Heaven: alabaster walls, 

golden streets and slippers left her 

cold. She sighed, snapped off the ruffled 
bedside light, lay in the dark, 


anxious, wide-eyed. Moonlight glinted 
off her dresser mirror’s beveled 

edge where she’d combed her shining 
sheaf of chestnut hair, changed 


now to limp and whited linen 
locks, and she from flirt to spinster. 
Even in Heaven David could not 
marry her, no harps would sing 


their marriage song, no tears, not even 
tears of joy. Blinking, she tried to 

ease her mind, hope for Heaven, 

but no rosy children in her spacious 


mansion, always pretty little 
sisters, simple Brother John, 
sweet helpless Mama still 

calling for her there. She couldn’t 


sleep, she did not dare, stared 

into the dark, worn out, wrestling 

up sleep’s ladder. Her Bible lay 
dusty under the lamp before she died. 


She roused, smiled at her blank-faced nurse, 
secret unriddled at last, whispered, 

“My dear, you know, to fall asleep, 

it helps to close one’s eyes.” 


Portrait of the Artist: A.R.A. 


Large head fringed 
with reddish 

hair atop 

that solid 


rangy frame 
clear blue gaze 
large problem 
teeth, the voice 


baritone, in shaped 
notes lifting out of 
common words 
descant soaring 


over deep-tuned 
harmony: “I look for 
balauce, try tu 

test the limits, 


see how far I can 
yo — complicate 
resistance 

so it can come to 


staud for the world, 
for what's truly 
ours. Uncertain 
sudden smile. 
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To Mr. Muse 


See I’m not sure: 

should I say, look, 
let me, like level 

as a liar might say, 
with a sometime swinger? 

That’s surely you, 
my fickle friend, 

say find me, that shouldn't 
shake a seer 

certainly not a good 
genius (though seldom 

generous, your Grace) 
still occasionally kind. 

You could keep 
me from missing 

you, making myself such 
a sorry fool—I’m serious! 

searching worlds 
away from you, wanderer, 

wondering how to find 
you, flailing about 

ever farther afield. 
Idrather not roam, 

Vdrather stay here. 
Just say you'll show 

sometime soon, 
happy happening! 

You're a hoyden, absent 
manly maker 

male Muse like 
him who hung around 

in this house. 
I tramp around town 

trouble self-important 
dogs guarding the gates 


(golden bough and violet 
wreath); they worry 
wish me elsewhere. 
Readily, I retreat, 
hope “The Right-Brain Experience” 
may hold your message: 
Marilee Zdenek’s 
sixty-seven exercises! 
I stare at mandalas 
a skiddish resource, 
scratch out left-hand 
lines to loose you 
but you've left me here 
at a wintry window 
where I watch twisted branches 
weave, like me waiting, 
you fair-weather friend! 
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In the Best Circles 
(at Weymouth) 


Dappled moming light, surf sound stirred 

in pines, a mourning doves insistent call, 

boys faces looking from their frames 

into 1932, a window 

shade-pull shadows perfect round sways 

along the polished, wide-board floor: Weymouth 
encircles the pregnant past, welcomes the future. 


Globes of marigolds mound along the walkways, 
old boxwoods scent the patterned garden angles 
where old-fashioned herbs are newly planted: 
rue (with which “our hearts are laden”), hyssop 
for our bruises, lemon thyme, and lavender. 


The Boyd familys hospitality 

spread in widening circles of friends who loved 
the weather of this place: boys and horses, 
roses, acres of virgin pines, good food 

and talk of books to weave the canon round. 


Now their heirs, no blood kin, descend 
past staircase fanlights, open French 
doors from library and dining room, 

new guests in widening circles of friends. 


1] 
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Marking “Syllables of Recorded Time” 


Trochees, spondees 
summer hours of lonesome childhoods 
slow drone — May, June 


ran away, anapestic as soon 
as he came with delic- 
ious uncousinly kisses’ sweet pain. 


I trod iambic years: 
I cooked, I washed, I sewed, I cleaned 
and found my life serene 
until I learned the liberated knack 
and drove to work and back. 


Looking ahead into dactylic time; 
aging and awkward and scared by each 
turned-over page of the calendar, 
always entrapped in its spidery 
web until I am as dead as a dinosaur. 


Courage 


From dead leaves blown under the street light 
lifts a yellow daffodil 

pale in February dark: 

snow in the forecast, stark 

north wind blowing up. What will 

prove its poor timing right? 


What will bring my balky tongue 
right praise for this surprise, such 
greeny grace, quick aris- 

ing, sudden as desire, 

frail and sure as love, as much 

a light as the full moon, high-hung? 
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Bearing Up 


Pine needles hang astride 
dogwood branches, tremble in 
winter wind that brought them 
down, will not release 


them yet: they hang, their 
frowsy, unkempt hair 
combings among the slim 
mauve fingers reaching 


out and up, and the tree 
lifts them now, prevents 
their fall, their lying 
still upon the silence- 


loving ground, endures 
their restless, useless 
motion, obscures 

their untidiness 


with a burst of white— 
blossomed laughter 
soon lost in a rising 
curtain of green. 


January 


Dry and bare as 

oak branch black 
against the milky 

sky, as spare and dark, 


logic and sorrow 


wait upon the green 
confusion, spring. 
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Aubade 


Newspaper in plastic sleeve falls 
bull’s eye on the brick walk 
beside a pine twig brought 
down by the wind. 


What | need to know 
comes in the dark. 


Print 
Leaves turned in an idle breeze 
break up the white stare of noon. 


Words thick on a page, black seed 
scattered, barbed and winged, cling 
hunker down, shoulder through cold 


spring at last, untold 
flowen, fruit, shade. 


Prey 


When Adam turned, 
faced thei: fierce, coiled 
snarling, ready 

tu spring, strike, sting, 
every one stronger 
thar he it: Some 

cruel, crucial 

way, he knew he 
could not survive 
their euipty eyes, 
tearing beaks, hvoves, 
claws, and he fell 
down. in fear before he 
learned to cry out 
their true names. 
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Foreign Tongue 


Four _ lett erwo _ rdss 
ound absu rdou — tofm 
ymou thIw  antt obec 
oolb utlf — eell ikea 
fool uttering = smut 
Ilac kthe righ = tnon 
chal ance Itha  ngst 
here inth eair _ like 
stal ecig arsm okem 
yton guew ontt — wist 
getd ownt alkd _irty. 


Spell 


“Us who write or paint do a daily miracle.” 
—Gertrude Stein 


With sighs and snores 
transcribe the canted world, 
make it yours 


as pen strokes whorl 
ancient starlight glinting cold, 
like May unfurl 


green and gold; 
defy entropy’s slow swirl, 
limn ocean’s thunder roll, 


as spring tides tell 
love’s peregrine 
power, its spell 


like stormy chaos when 


it scuds ashore pell mell, 
wild and strong as sin. 
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Advent 


Unto us a Child 

is born, gift we had not 
thought to need, starlight 
blaze, His clamorous cry 


splitting our dark dream. 
Angels rang the belled 
sky with joyous song 
shouts of glory to God 


for good will shown to a blinded 


world. Wise men knew 
the Babe, the One, stable- 
born, shepherd-welcomed, 


before whom all gifts 
(rare, costly, sheen of 
gold) must be laid down 


at the hard journey’s end. 


Now again we come 

to the light, sing sweet 
alleluia, bring 

this Child what we have 


to give: heart, body, 
mind. Candlelight rises 
on windowsills, shines 
through early dark, 


welcomes Emmanuel. 
In drear December 
glows the promised 
rose of Paradise. 
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Christmas with Bach and Handel 


At Christmas time again the music rings: 
“Glory to God....to us a child is born.” 
With Bach and Handel man in chorus sings 


alleluiah, for the nativity brings 
joy from travail on that glorious morn 
at Christmas time. Again the music rings 


in cedar-scented candlelight on wings 
of contrapuntal beat a king to adorn. 
With Bach and Handel man in chorus sings 


to God. From Judean skies, angels circling 
came, God’s song to man no more forlorn. 
At Christmas time again the music rings: 


that surging line, “the power of Satan breaking,” 


a paradigm for man and God untorn. 
With Bach and Handel man in chorus sings 


to God, and God to man in their music-making 
lifted out of the night on baroque settings borne. 


At Christmas time again it rings 
with Bach and Handel. Man in chorus sings! 
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Oracle’s Question 


How little one learns that helps when fog 
lies close to the ground, the road winding 
up Parnassus vanishing, even birds’ whistles 


muffled. Instruction here’s confusing, vague, 
repetitive, but with rigorous demands— 
requirements changing, no syllabus from Apollo 


supplied, no text. One bitter day in spring 
when Oedipus came, the test nearly wiped me out, 
yet sometimes I had reason to be encouraged: 


on good days I could see the future clear as the next 
island miles away, sunlit, and at sunset I walked 
beside the ocean, which is forever, saw the dolphins 


roll, sacred dolphins that translate the soul, 
riding astride, from one mode to another, 
gave Delphi its name. Novice sibyl, breathing 


vapor in this smoky place, I shiver 


for those who come asking, wonder, entranced on my tripod, 
if I have the answers. Shouldn't an oracle know? 
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Double Helix, Mnemonic 


Now that winter has turned back, I walk 
and think of spiralling springs to come, those 


my sons will see, and I must miss, remember 
voluted flowers long gone, thousands I never 


saw or have forgotten, as I will 
these riotous azaleas, that dogwood’ lacy 


trim along the edge of the pines, clover's 
white crowns, toadflax and rose-red sourweed blent 


together, a lavender haze, their slender stems 
lifted again to praise an April sky. 


Still in silent cells arises the secret 
double helix, curling upon itself, 


encoding all lilies of the field and all 
like you who toil and spin and are to come. 
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On the Run 


“..roundabout gives us a place to go.” 
—A.R. Ammons 


Is it because my 

ancestors, complacent or afraid, 
would not reach out 

beyond the Blue Ridge 


that, stubborn rebel, I 

set out, restless American style, 
turn the cool key, 

watch sleeping houses, 


dew-wet yards, hurtle past 
the hissing two-way, take 
Exit 17 let routine 

fade like jet-stream 


vapor or, terminal optimist, 
imagine in transit to 
escape time in space, 

in clouds’ blur over 


a lifting wing, 

climb out of the 
vortex, defy gravity 
pull, fly the grave? 
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Room for Artifice 


Near the river Yeats’ tower 
stands, thatched rag-and-bone 
shop, now tourist trap, attached, 
refuge and stronghold dwindled, 
recalls his lost enchanted dreams, 
enacts his eternity of 
artifice—upthrust 

emblem in a green country. 


It guards the purling [rish 

stream, overlooks the repetitious 
scene. The ladder that starts 

in the heart leads to austere rooms— 
one with a desk—left unlatched. 


Yucatan 


Here in Maya mode 

time knows its name 

turns in sunny weather 
folds the Puuc hills 

over where the places 
gods held stand desolate — 
ancient praise and sorrow 
left carved to overlook 
milpa and the thorns. 


Spanish bells hang in cathedral 
squares, but Mayan gods 

have never left: serpents, trees, 
bread still intertwined, 

stepped fret, chac masks 
changed to cross and shield. 
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Work and Art 


When Cheops built his pyramid 
at Gizeh, before the Sphinx 
stared across her arrogant 

nose into the desert, there 

was no time for war. Even 
royal princes sometimes 

dr: agged granite blocks from 
distant quarries to the ramp. 


The Two Lands, now united, 

blazed with energy. Artisans 
splashed temple walls and tombs 

with rosy shipbuilders, stone 

masons, dancers, wrestlers, drew 
blue waters of the Nile 

busy with green fish, eels, 

crocodiles. Dogs and hunters draped 
with antlered deer, swinging 

rabbits by the ears, 

and slender peasants scything, 
stacking papyrus reed, 

the curving boats and their 

oarsmen, bringing oxen and caged birds 
for the pharaoh in heavy black wig, 
necklaced, wearing his stiff 

linen kilt, the red and white 

double crown, his wife beside him, 
her hand on his broad, ruddy 
shoulder, their feet and heads 

in profile, long eyes facing front, 
their names recorded in royal cartouche, 
awaiting endless life, never to die. 


On the inside wall of the pyramid 
tomb the black hieroglvphics 

told that the pharaoh in his 
journey after death “rusheth 

at the sky as a heron,” kissed 

it “like a hawk.” 
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Korean Temple 


We walked in shadow by a mountain stream 
that growls over rocks, toiled slowly up 

a stone path, scores of steep steps 

to reach the temple gate facing heaven. 


Inside it was still, the brass bell, 

long drum hanging silent, a monks 

thin chant voicing ancient 
flower-and-dragon-painted ceilings praise. 


A butterfly balanced on the hibiscus bush 
beside the stupa. Beyond the priests’ 
kimchi jars, far up in the juniper 

forest, no tiger remained to smile. 


Home From Marrakech 


My hennaed hand still bears a trace 
of orange arabesque, one ruddy 
fingernail from Marrakech the Red, 


its green-starred flag on ramparts 
lifts in the wind across the swarming 
Djema-el-Fna, the Place of the Dead 


alive with acrobats and copper 
sheen, urined camel leather, 
metal bracelets, snakes enthralled by the reed, 


rimmed by the High Atlas, black and white 
beyond the palm and jasmine gardens 
printed on memorys hazy Polaroid. 
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Distance 


Fallen jacaranda blossoms purple 

streets of old Seville where in the tourist 
hotel I dream of the boy who discovered me: 
black-eyed, his raven hair flung back, dead 


years ago. “His kisses,” I wrote in my diary 

“hold me in thrall,” and I remember 

while I scribble notes on what the guide says: 
“Before Spain suffered the loss of colonies overseas, 


brave explorers brought back to Sevilla six 

thousand jacaranda trees from Brazil 

for the city they loved from the wild new world they’d found.” 
Blue blossoms haze a city’s thwarted daring 


as lines in my journal scrawl mark 
distances, how wide I’ve wandered and 
returned. Slim, in black with scarlet ruffles 
at El Patio Sevillanos, stern flamenco 


dancers stamp their high-heeled shoes, 
insistent castanets call for passionate 
courage: life is short and sad, they sing, 
life is hard, and love is always cruel. 
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Waiting on Bald Knob Ridge 


Up the trail sunlight slanted 
through new-green beech leaves, yellow birch 
trunk canted, a shy brown creeper s 


tinkling song, a spruce-fir forests silent 
shade, carpeted along 
paths with wood sorrel, hay-scented 


fern. I climb and find clustered 
bright beneath mossy steps of gneiss 


blue-petalled Quaker ladies smiling. 


Like a motionless sea hazed 
from fir-dark green to blue, 
Black and Craggy mountains roll 


ready, waiting, riven, raised 
for this summer day 
folding joy, teaching praise. 


Blossoms 
I cannot think that trees bloom full-blown 


to stand idly and wait for the fruits to come. 


When bees are buzzing in every direction 
blossoms one by one will open their doors 
to greet the bees come hurrying from afar. 


The embrace! Each blossom grasps 
each bee that just digs into her, a tight squeeze! 


Far up in the sky above the blooming pear and cherry trees 
birds see the bright clouds rising above the ground 


and forget to distinguish heaven and earth. 


—translated from Korean poet, Hwang Tong Gyu 
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Address 


How the grackle alights on the wax myrtle, 
balances iridescent against the wind 


how the sullen sea worries 
shells to the shore may 


hold a message. The mind 
looks for balance and 


surprise, finds the grackle's 
glittery eye, sees the seas blue. 


Confused by nature's 
plenitude, who can say 


what the message means? 
Signs require 


interpretation. Who can 
read them right? In this 


correspondence, no 
replys required, none 


acknowledged nor stamped 
return to sender. 
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Reading the Future 


The computer salesman speaks computerese: 
megaherz, rams, silicon chips, 


CD Roms while around the walls TV 
screens replicate weightless 


astronauts at work, trying to fix 
Hubbles telescopic eye. 


They hang in black, unbounded space, clumsy 
300 miles above our tilted 


planet, ghostly exiles, so we may read 
by ancient starlight the past and future. 


On repetitious screens we view their view: 
our singular, blue, cloud-wrapped world, 


surviving entropy. With uncorrected 
sight, I turn around to face 


in a new worlds words’ flickering light a black 
edgeless universe within. 


bo 
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Barrier Jsland 


“T have walked much to the sea, not knowing what I seek.” 
— Loren Eiseley 


“In returning to the sea we are going back whence we came.” 
—John F Kennedy 
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904 East 


Follow the state line on 904 

east to the coast and the vast 
consoling sea. Early fall, 

frantic butterflies and yellow 
leaves flutter across the center 
line where rags and lumps, once 
possum or rabbit, mark yesterday's 
failed crossings. 


Roadside signs say: scuppernongs, 
bloodworms, fishing tackle. 

Piles of orange-striped gourds 
stand like Celtic cairns where 
three roads meet. Seven-year 
locusts’ shrill chorus whines. 
Plastic flowers splotch 

graveyard plots. 


Strapped with bikes and luggage, 
towing boats, vacation traffic hurries 
west. Up highway signs—slow, 
yield, stop, exit, dead end road, 
purple morning glories climb. 


Treetops and muscadine 

tendrils with thunder clouds 

float reflected where slow Waccamaw 
lays down a shining mirror 

ribbon as river and road unwind, 
bound for the continents ragged edge. 
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Marsh Green and Myrtle 


I know that 
green wont 
come back 

to autumn, 

my thoughts give 
rise to any 

quick hope, 

my tide lift 
lifeboats, 

and yet spring, 
thought, tide 
teach me 

now to turn 

the leaves of those 
bound volumes 
where I learned 


husbandry. 
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Not Coming Back 


Mollusks slide trapdoors shut, 
seal their shells. Sanderlings 
busy 


feeding on this perilous 
boundary chase the wave’s 
retreat 


aud sand dunes shift, persist 
in self effacement, rise 
again. 


Across a salt marsh I’ve found 
a view of open sky 
to watch 


where those who’ve gone 
have never come, a place where I 
cau live 


without those empty chairs, silenced 
voices hanging like blue sinoke in 
dusty rooms 


but [ resist, insist: look here, 
what's not coming back again’s 
what’s worth 


recall, not nature’s trite 


returns yreening marsh, rising tide— 
futile platitudes. 
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News and Weather 


Along the canal I keep track of the tide. 
check the crabtrap, watch the egrets 
fish in the shallows, follow clouds 

that build, drift south, riding a Bermuda 


high, overhear the calls of dove and 

quail, out of place among gulls, 

willets, red-wing blackbirds. Such coastal 
doings hold me, nature’s daily 


news, but beyond the shifting 
dunes, the ocean rears and roars, 
chants its sibyl song as we fall 
asleep before the late news, doze 


through the warning that inlets shift. 
Nothing stays on a barrier island. 
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Palimpsest 


High tide abstracts 

like sleeps forgetfulness, wipes out 
sculpted castles, crooked spires, 
erases footprint patterns, 


brings nature's order and 
art, poet oblivious of 

regard, of all except 

its making, quick unmaking, 
overturns 

shells, grains of sand, cities, 
deranges shorelines, changes 
civilizations, splashes 


sunsets saffron and 

green, fades them out, shows a cold 
shining stencil of stars flung 

slow wheeling on a black vault. 


Oceans edge, its 

emptiness in blurred light near 
dark, enlists images 

memory and dream supply: 


I would unmake 

what your lives became, sea 
wrack along a tide-washed 
page. I've only words to whisper 


whirlwinds, to scrape away failures’ 
palimpsest, restore the world 
you were or could have been. 


/ 


Undulating swash marks 


leave outlined 

overlapping hills like those 
where our branch 

trickled down to 


the creek, and the Roanoke 
river ran red to the Atlantic 
that grows ever more bitter 


with the salt of the continent. 
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Summer Curriculum 


Clouds gather, rain speckles the deck; 

purple martins darting, circling, lifting, 
train their brood for the flight to Brazil. 
Between inland waterway and shifting 


island dunes, the salt marsh spreads its 
living, yellow-green. Idle, I look 

for signs, memorize July’s book, 

study ocean’s tumultuous text, its lines, 


its ominous rhythms. In my last toughest 
course, taught in summer’s profligate school, 
Tunlearn each mean, sedulous rule, try 

to learn how I must prepare to die, 


what summer has to teach: give it up, 
give it back, give everything away. 
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Weeding at the Beach 


“Menelaus...if you could take | Proteus] by surprise and hold him, 
he'd give you course and distance for your sailing homeward across 
the cold fish-br eeding sea.” 

—Homer, the Odyssey, Bk. IV 


Protean pennywort lays down in restless 
sand lacquered green palettes 

among sea rocket, dune spurge, 

panic grass, its random patterns 

tether aud anchor, holding 

the sea’s edge steady. 


Behind the dunes where it straugles 
rosemary, lilies, lavender I desert 

my littered desk, kueel, grapple, 

tear out its fleshy, straddling 

roots, iutrausigent as au obsession, 

my garden hve aud trowel impotent against 
its perverse feeble strength, each 

erect stem uufurling a single green 
maudala, ubiquity its iniquity. 


Proteus, Old Man of the Sea, 

obstinate shape-chauger, tells 

me what I know, but long to ignore: 

(he sent Menelaus back to the sands of Egypt) 
aud I must return where I started, make 
more sacrifices tu the gods. 
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Aeschylus 


Those who sat on stone seats 
watching the plays of Aeschylus 
learned from him how to live 
with pity and terror, and even 


today as my sandcastle progeny 
race with sea-wet hair 
shrieking into the heaving, 
white-horse waves, fall back, 
learning, I hope, in play 

some way to survive whatever 
children of men must endure 


I know again what he meant 
about dread, but surely even 

he never thought to fear 

for himself what I’ve read: as he 
sat as I do, watching, 

beside a wine-dark sea, 


some clown of a shorebird mistook 


his old bald head for a rock, 
zeroed in, bombed 
him with a lethal clam. 
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In the Wave 


Spilling white, one 
then another and another 


tip over along a ragged 
line, as at my shoulder 


towers the long roller, drawing 
back, silent, silver-green 


before it thunders down 
while I catch the swell 


push up and over just in 
time, bome blind through 


boiling surf ‘til fingers 


find the sliding sand. 


Off-Season Siren 


Wreathed with foam, sand veils 
blowing, naked winter strand 
woos the plunging sea. 
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Swimming in the Rain 


“To the young time is measured in oceans, to the old in drops.” 
—Sydney Harris 


Girl in an orange maillot, rounded 
legs and arms summer brown, 


dark plait hanging down her back 


strides through foam-scalloped ocean’s 
edge, plunges into that vast 
sea of time ahead, its curled 


white crests. Sudden raindrops 
speckle the sand as I stumble through 
dunes like curtains drawn across 


rayed light and the swimming 


girl I once was. Rain’s chill 
drip wets my glasses, blurs the path home. 
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Vaults 


Grave mounds adorned with 
rows of great heart cockleshells’ 
pleated, flush-lined vaults, 


edged with knobbed, creamy 
whorls of spiralled conches, shapes 
more intricately wrought 


than carved stones 
with chiselled names and dates, than 


hidden bodys bones, 


mark whats left of man 
and mollusk, their goings 
here collected, rearranged 


stopped, entropy and chaos 


stayed beneath the blue- 
domed vault of coastal sky. 
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Change 


“The artist, focusing on his own creation, finds and offers relief 
fromthe tension and sadness of being burdened...with consciousness.” 
—John Updike 


Stopped moment of time, what the camera lens 
shows, is never what the artist or memory sees: 
whorls in the sky, clouds like ships, tints 
like wishes spread. No, the artist frees 
me from continual struggles between absurd 
events and what I wish for. Like a lover 
he lifts me from earth, riding the wind like a seabird 
climbing the sky. At last I pause to hover 
aloft on an air current, looking down to see 
blue-green, the patterned world spread below, 
my eyes changed to meet the old reality 
I must return to, weary, when the winds go 
to find, touching down, the rose-saffron sky faded, 
the darkness come, and your heart unpersuaded. 
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Canoe in the Marsh 


Along calm tidal creeks 
threading the marsh, my canoe 
nudges the channels 


edge. Sea lavender and groundsel 
bush, pale against wax myrtle 
clumps, fringe the salt 


marsh tured brown from summer $ 
citron. In clouded waters 
murk, plankton, menhaden, 


spot and flounder spawu 
and feed as in rising tides snails 
hang on salt-encrusted stems 


above the sandy silt. Like 


tangled memories, cordgrass 
nats hold fast, keep aud anchor. 
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Yield 


They call it falling asleep — 
some cant; they hang on awake 
all night, bored with old movies, 


yawn over a book. Keeping 
watch with the sleepless stars 
may ease the fear of oblivion 


just as non-swimmers fear 
to take the cool steps down 
into the rippling stream, 


wont lie down so the water can lift 
them up. Even the egret, 
double now in the low-tide canal 


where he feeds, must have feared the winds 
‘til he spread white wings, rode 
the green air over the marsh. 


Heron 


Sometimes early the great blue 
heron rises over the canal 
with lifting wingbeat like some 


smoky marsh-edge seraphim 
drawn away into the chill 
dawn light of heaven through 


a dense dream of losing you 
that weighs me down where I lie still 
sprawled, loosely tethered, dumb 


as a fish, feeling those wings thrum 
through my shoulder-blades, fill 
dim comers waiting for the new. 
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Stones in the Sandhills 


Pines around the granite 
slabs watch the spaces 
fill (one waits for me 
under the dogwood.) 


They know how to bear rain, heat, 
drought, sleet. They glitter green 
needles, finger the wind 


sound like the surf 

rolling miles away from 

sandhills, once dunes edging 

that ancient mankind-making sea. 


JJ) 
Kindred Doices 


“Echoes are the only kindred voices that I hear.” 
—Thoreau 


Pinxit 
Lands cape painters 


look at light 
look again 


at shade, work 
fast or lose 
what was when 


they began, as I 
try (and fail) 


with this hectic 
scrawl to pin 
down who you 


were before 


your face blurred 


your shadow lengthened. 
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Eluding Discovery 


I've kept it hidden away like a secret 

disease, like leprosy or AIDS. You'll never 
hear it from me. The memory reel keeps 
rolling, but, click, I can hit 

mute on the remote, and you'll never 

hear how I pretend not to know, try to 
forget. Oh no, I’m tough—stifling the vulgar 
sound of sniveling, Siarle howls. 


Oh, sure. I write without stopping, words 
fill the files, in raucous pulses pages 

fall from the printer, and I have slipped 
past the checkpoint again. 


You thought you could trap me, tried 
torture: slammed me in solitary 

to break me down, make me talk, 
threw me back in my briar 

patch where I gnaw my way through 
thorny thickets of prose, 

right at home, avoid every strangled 
syllable of the truth I won't tell. 


Why won't you give up? That story 
matters only to me any more, though 
behold, I could show you a mystery, how 
most of those I loved are now asleep, and 
all of them were changed. I must keep 
quiet, though, I know, telling 

their story will not wake the dead. 
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Family Album 1895 


Nothing can ever happen 

again. Now nobodys lett 

who knew them when they were children 
growing up poor on red clay 


farms deep in the country 
when they sat, bride and 
groom, stiffly posed, 
struggled to wiest a life 


out of red gullies, grow 
tubacco, corn, timothy 
hay, set up a hardware 
store, built the gabled 


house that bumed on a rocky 

hill, raused cows, horses, 

hogs, chickens, a few 

potracking guinea fowl aud hunting 


dogs, made their children’s world 
in a backwoods county still 
without a stuplight, who they were 
now lust aud so tu be made again 


trom scraps. dreaus, half- 
remembered stories, ignorance 
aud lunging, cluse as we may 
come tu resurrecting 


tiuth as they saw it with their 
youug eyes, his dark, hers grey, 
charged with a steady will, 
weaving the cloth of creation. 
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Red Ink 


You've been dead nearly 
twenty-five years, yet I 
go over all the clues — 
so tew are left—and try 


to understand who you 
wele, snapped wearing 
a pork pie hat, smoking 
a Piedmont, courting 


my mother who had another 

beau (he gave her the sterling 

box where she kept his photo 

I found when she died still waiting 


with confident eyes, for she always 
kuew she picked the wrong man 
and in that thought shed will 

you and me away aud 


my children whoin she loved 
aud theurs thus obliterate) 
but I want tu find you 

even this long late 


wherever or however you 
speud your undying 
state, Fin there tuo 

given to you saylg 


let me unnail you now for 

your letters I found in the cedar 
chest speak: your thin 

child, now greedy reader 


ot her uukiown past aud 
future looks fou 

your imprint upon her face 
upon her mind, aud in your 


dog- eared dictionary 
written in red ink find 

‘As a man soweth, so 

shall he teap” undeclined. 
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Balancing the Books: 1912 


Long shadows striped the sidewalk and muddy street 
outside the bank where shafted sunlight sifted 

dusty air that smelled of ink wells, pencils, 

oily floors, ledgers, cigarette smoke. 


Across the street, doors of the hardware store 
slammed shut and I heard Mr. Lewis tap on the bank's 
glass door locked at three when I began to 

balance the books. He’d come sometimes 


I knew to check me over, his pants pockets bulging 

with hard-boiled eggs, sardines, saltine crackers, 
“Say, my boy, it’s nearly supper time. 

Why not knock off, talk with me a while?” 


I saw he wanted to like me, liked to find 

me working late. He tallied me to the penny, 

like the black and red columns I kept, his eyes, deep as 
wells, taking my measure, this hungry young hopeful 


bookkeeper trying to win his darling daughter, 

courted by well-doing widower Uncle Joe 

and half a dozen other up-and-coming 

younger fellows. They came on the train from Danville, 


and when the red-clay roads were passable, drove buggies 
or shiny new Maxwells raising clouds of dust. 

I sent Emma notes by a skinny little colored boy 

asking if I could walk up after dark 

to call on her in the tall brick house her father 

had built on the same hill after the old one burned. 

Like a father Mr. Lewis became to me. My own 

I hardly knew. We cracked and salted eggs, 


and I began to hope I could win 

his prize, his Emma. Oh, like a story in a picture 
show, my dream came true. In November 

sleet and snow, we said our vows in church. 


That was before pneumonia took Mr. Lewis, 
before the first World War, before the Crash, 
before hard times turned black ink red, all red, 
like blood, all my ledgers unreconciled. 
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Crossing 


Sitting proud beside 
my father in the brand-new 
gieen touring cai 


1 watched houses, vacant 
lots, trees stream past 
his slender hand on the steering 


wheel, Masonic signet 
ing bright, flat straw 
hat cocked on the back of his head. 


He smelled of cigarettes, 
sweet-sow breath of moonshine 
whiskey chugged from the tan 


prvhibition jug hidden 
downstairs in the basement. 
1 wanted to be him, grown, 


haudsome, dark-haired 
laughing driver, driving fast 
toward the Norfolk aud Western 


crossing where [d learned 
my numbers counting freight cars 
rockiug west, waved tu phantom 


diners flashing past like 
picture cut outs with snowy 
tablecloths, white jacketed 


waiters bowing, balaucing 
trays as they streamed away toward 
Lyuchbuig, Roanoke, Chicago. 


Daddy poked my shoulder 
pushed the pedal down haid 
his tie like a bannei: “Hold on, 


little gil, we wont watch the world 

go by, we'll race it to the crossing!” 
Steam whistle hooted, shrieked 

its warning, aud he had to 

slau ou brakes, turn alongside 

rackety tacks, jerk the Hupmobile 
leanmeg, bucking, aud the lucky people 
left us behind beside the singing 

rails, ou hearts pounding in the dark. 
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‘Lime Has No Ebb 


Along the wide umbrellaed strand 
hot to our white feet, we 


paraded hand in hand in our 
new bathing suits, mother and me, 


waiting for him, waded out 
along the foamy edge, found 


ourselves among the children’s 
shouts, among the breakers’ curling crests. 


Her eyes were red, looking back 
her face remote as some helmeted 


goddess in her white bathing cap 
standing knee-deep as the surf retreated. 


Between the waves, I rau into 
litting gray: blue hills of water until 


a cave of emerald ocean closed 
over and around me, while still she looked 


back to the shore where he was 
not. [held my breath, wide-eyed, 


surprised tu find I could survive 
amphibious iu another world. 
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Basement Cot 


Driveway gravel muttered, scattered 

in moonlight when the Hupmobile 
rocked round the driveway curve, 
bumper slammed against the garage, 
jarred me out of my dreams, but I knew 


she’d been open-eyed since the midnight 
train. Next day I followed her 

downstairs where he lay, sagged asleep, 
sour on the basement cot, moonshine 

jug beside his untouched breakfast 

tray. I took his slender hand, 

touched his signet ring. Her strong pianist 
grasp, trembling, drew me 

away. I am hers forever. 


Fifty years later, she stared 
down at her invalid tray: milk 
toast, coffee, grapefruit she 
tried to eat, tried to stay, 

her gnarled fingers grown inert 
like his, slipping out of my grasp. 
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Home to an Empty House 


The wind was cold that March day. Jump 
rope, when the big girls turned hot pepper 


helped keep me warm, but when I had to 
jump out to tie my shoe, the gritty 


red-clay playground cracked at my feet 
like my earthquake nightmare. Against 


all rules, I took out for home, nearly 
blind with fear, found it home 


no longer: wooden goods boxes strewn 
about, men lugging the brown mohair 


living room couch out to Uncle Bruce’s 
truck, my cream-colored dresser and nightstand, 


wrapped in gray wool army blankets, 
lashed to the sides, the big 


swing with seats for four gone from 
the side yard. Mother busy wrapping 


the sugar bow] with newspapers, didnt even see me, 
so I stood in the hall, my throat aching, 


watched strange men move the piano and its 
round stool, set the wicker chairs 


askew in the gravel driveway. One man 
in overalls chewed tobacco, another 


squinted over a cigarette, hefting 
the walnut chifferobe. Their muddy 


boots tracked the shining hardwood 
floors, the new mauve Wilton rugs 


tied in a roll thrown over their shoulders. 
“Keep things in their places,” I wanted 


to shout, Mother's words, learning now 
how much we had to lose. 


57 


Frayed Edges 


Grace Evelyn Gibson 


History 


This is only one version, the only one surviving, 
sketchy, for memory’s glass hazed with smoke 
or tears reveals less 


than is concealed. Other truths or fears 
would appear if I could scroll across 
this screen what my father 


knew ane could have said when the bank took 
back our nearly new house, what my mother felt 
when she surrendered that 


long brass key, drove off with the soup tureen 
cradled in her lap. Gravel in the driveway 
stayed in place, milk-aud-wine 

lilies stared. Were my two graneiuothers each 
alone weeping for their children? What did 
ny teacher say when 


[ran home from third-grade little recess? 
When I try to tell it, I remember 
more clearly how 


mauy years later, your face clouded over 
saylug never tu speak ever of that 
wiudy, shapeless day. 


It wasn’t on a Monday wheu the wash would’ ve 
huny ou the line, surely not Sunday, the trucks 
backed up to the deep 


front porch, breaking down the pink weigela 


bushes beside the steps where I used to 
hide out from trouble. 
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Buckroe Beach 


Bored with me, eleven 
years old, wearing braces, 
my father wandered away 


from the funhouse mirrors, for a drink 
or a smoke, hungry for her, 
my beautiful, brown-eyed 


mother, lost, he must 
have known, to him forever 
now. Why should I 


remember that I was the only 
child there with the revolving 
hogshead, the slanted spiteful 


spinning disk with an electric 
shock in the center, the oddly 
canted floors, dismayed 


to see hideous versions 
of myself in tam and coat 
like how I felt made 


visible? I tried to keep 
my balance going back 
outside, knowing I should 


have squealed and laughed, old 


as I was for all that, waiting 
alone for my daddy to return. 
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Looking at Her 
for G.V. J. (1864-1963) 


When I wore sprigged muslin frocks 
and she held my limp small hand 
my hair hung loose and bright. 


Gone from looking up to looking 
like her: ice-blue eyes, long nose 
“sign of intelligence,” she’d say and laugh.. 


I surprise her in the bathroom mirror 
ashamed not to be as much like her as I seem. 
Behind this mask I listen for her 


praise, hear her tell me: hold 


up your shoulders, be brave, look 
people in the eye. I try. 
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Failed Rhetoric 


Letters mean not being 

there, as the sea works 

to mark lands end, 

salt and warm as tears 

it moans, breaks in a tumult, 

lays down a ragged rhythm on the shore. 


Yes, you wrote, yes, you loved 

me (of course I kuew you loved my mother 
more). Words spilled from your 

fountain pen like lines of rolling 

breakers thrown across the unforgiving 
sea, vawuing indifferent. 


Wheu I first learned tu read, I read 
your letters, now broken at the folds, 
puzzled out your rapid script 

word by hungry word, aud keep them 
still trying to believe your cadeuced 
phrases, beating like a surt, while your 


May Day code trom the offshore storm 
went unheeded, aud you drowned. 


Oy 
~~ 
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From Crooked Stems 


Tall roses climb 

the garden trellis, 

creamy white with splashes 
of pink like her face 


as a bride when she 
waited with Parma violets 
pinned to her sash, waited 
for his footsteps 


taking the stairs 

two ata time. Their 
hands and lips trembled. 
Uprooted, transplanted 


to a cold, shuttered 
room, she withered, 
wept, planted 

against a raw brick wall 


stalks of purple-blue 

iris. Like her, they lift 
from crooked stems fragile, 
imperious fleur-de-lys. 
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Rags 


She learned to hook black-bordered rugs 
for bare floors, rose and purple 

flowers, colors of passion and pain 

to lie underfoot 


stabbed through burlap narrow 

wool strips cut or ripped from cast-off 
clothes, her strong fingers wresting from rags 
something useful 


pushing and pulling the hook to fill 
empty spaces, obliterating 

the past, relentless as winter tides 
eroding the shoreline. 


Tea Service 


Hemstitched napkins she embroidered 
lie warm from her iron, counted by fours 
on the dining room table, immaculate 
from her quick, light touch. 


She slides them between rustling tissue 
paper sheets into the linen 

drawer. The silver service shines. 
Gold-rimmed French Haviland 


tea cups and plates gleam pale, translucent 
in fading western light. Her clever 

fingers with swollen joints put 

away her cherished things 


safe from chip and stain. They hold 
for her the tinkle of old friends’ voices 
in late afternoon loneliness, 
slices of dainty ease, 
brief service of content. 
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Ragged Edge 


Restless — 
“Td like to run away,’ she 
said —at last I know what 
she meant and despair— 
who can pick up the dropped 


stitches, re-weave the frayed fabric? 


Knitting. 
purling, to calm her nerves, fill 
empty hours, she works a pattern 
calls it “Bungalow,” 
for the house she lived in 
for four or five unclouded years 


Gone now, 
the house, those years together: 
Virginia creeper on the porch, 
sun blazing through the 
kitchen window, breakfast 
bacon, fried green apples cooking. 


Stretching 
knobbed, arthritic fingers, she 
says, “I'm just on the ragged edge 
again, smiles, waits, 
wishes for somebody 
to come, soothe her, rub her back. 
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Gyre 


Love, we were wound by a thread, 
joyful thread, from those who 
left before we came 


cast, a dancing top for those 
who come after, 


pick up the crooked reel, 


wind up the spinning motion. 
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JD 
Widow's Portion 


“The only way out is through.” 
—Esther Lurie 


Frayed Edges 


Everything East of Here Has Already Happened 


Early dark. I walk facing the sunset, 

turn back east at last to old devices 

against the night: a fire laid, an amber 

glass, the lighted screen where anchor icons 
forecast change, report what happened there 


back east. Like Lot’s wife, I love the past, 

dread the unknown beyond the plum-colored sky, 
deep space coming down dark. Where lives love 
we knew all unaware as fish in water 

until it drained away like the light of the day star 


like the color of brittle leaves that litter the ground? 
Sweetgums and water oaks in the wind’s flagellations 
reach naked into the cold sky clustered 

thick as pomegranate seed with stars, strain 

upright, borne always west in dark toward dawn. 


Song 


When first I put your image in a frame 
I felt that I was walking in a flame, 

As if I were creeping like a crack 
Opening, crawling on a splitting rock. 


In the flame, it was very still, 

Very much too still: I couldn’ tell 
The inside from the outside of my ear, 
But I strained ahead intent to hear, 


As lonely as the last leaf on a tree 

In a field alone that silently 

Becomes a red and yellow flame, turning 
Into ash, slowly in the burning. 


I have held your picture in my hand 
But framed in flame your image in my mind. 


—translated from the Korean poet, Hwang Tong Gyu 
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View Across the Gorge 


Afraid, we stared into ranges tumbled west, 
blue hazed. I sipped my coffee, you, your tea. 


You asked, “Wheres my life gone, what's it all come to? 
Twisted, jumbled like those mountains yonder.” 


You drained your cup, while I, silent, hated 
your querulous question. You shrugged at my frown, 


smiled as we stood to leave, said: “But see, misted over, 
from a long way away, it looks like an artist's picture.” 


More patient now, aging transient at the parkway 
overlook, I pause for another view: 


November. Most of the color’ gone, but sourwood, 
mountain ash flame in a random pattern. 
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Deserter 


“Thou must love that well which thou must leave ere long.” 
— Shakespeare, Sonnet 73 


Your eyes go blind, heart's spiking 
line of light on the monitor 
screen falters, fails. 


Empty down elevator 
yawus as | descend to 
dark below, stumble on 


black asphalt: a rat 
scuttles off down the sewer. 
I make my getaway in our 


dented brown Volare 
that smells of your Prince 
Albert tobacco dottle — 


leave you, since I must 
leave you for this blurred 
lewd dawn despite our sweet 


entwinements, turn back 


to cower ina heartless 
house, our wide cold bed. 
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Snowy Terrace 


Wide-eyed enviable animals look 

out of a lost Eden, fearless, 

serene, live their jog-trot days 

at home in a world they never suspect 

will end: squirrels spiral down tree trunks, 


old brown arthritic dog lies stretched 
dreaming on the hearth. Cat 

in elegant crouch watches unblinking 
through the window juncos, purple 
finches, chickadees alight 

alert, peck at stale bread crumbs 
sprinkled across the snowy terrace. 


My days still come. They look 
the same with gaunt red 
afternoons, I cannot 

bear to look ahead. 

I cannot bear to look. 

I cannot bear to. 

I cannot bear. 

I cannot. 


Diss 
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Down to Earth 


Fulling down past the clitts 
one forgets lesser fears 
as ravine by tree-lined ravine 


spiral by 


in the thinnest haze-bound light 
turning in the wind alone 

twisting, shed from limb and branch 
lost from the tree 


cast away trom forest's fringe, 

no twig tu sway from aud no other 
leat tv tuuch: soon enough 

tu land, sate 


or not, wherever one finds 

a place tu cling tu, iudeed 

with others falleu down around 
you, take comfort 


tu reach the solid ground, brown 
tertile breadth of earth and growth, 
shadowed, but the only 

grave of soLrow. 
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Not Like You, My Love 


Now daphne’s spice and lemon 
fragrance signals winter’s 

end, I resent 

impudent red and purple 


azaleas, this white dogwood 
elation on the wood’s edge, 
daffodils in their 

thousands there 


beside the drive. In spring 
in splendor all lilies 

of the field arise, 

make their sure reprise. 


Off My Pe rch 


A bird asleep on a limb 
cat fall off its perch: 
a coid in tts feet tightens 


its toes around the brauch 
when its legs beud. Asleep 
or awake, | need that coid 


tu avoid this pitch into 
dark, jolt aud jar, 
broken bones aud heart. 
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Self-Deception 


Our lot in the bay still locked 

in winter, only loblolly pine 
needles showing green, we used to 
climb the hill behind 


the Broadwell place where hidden 
under Februarys sodden 

fallen leaves wed find 

the faintly sweet, pale 


arbutus. Like a deceitful 

lover, this midwinter spring 
sneaked in, tricked peaches into 
bloom as I have deceived 


myself that I can take my lot. 

I cannot thrive alone 

in our shaded bay, blunt-fingered 
touch of your sun withheld. 


Thickening shadows stripe 
memorys brown field. I search 
again on the rocky hill, search 
for you, saying for the arbutus. 
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Oak Tree in the Breezeway 1950-1988 


Our tree comes down in the morning 
letting in the cruel light. 

Will you ride the pin oak leaves 

to the ground, your laughter 

wilted to see that I’ve 

succumbed to the saws of practical men? 


You remember how its slender bole 

swayed when Hurricane Hazel passed, 
grew thick with age along with us, 

turned Carolinas noon-white blaze to green 
shade, threaded the summer solstice 
through its leaves’ high altitudes, 


sheltered us, parents ignorant as children, 
as we raised sons who knew a tree's 

life, reaching upward into the dark, 
drawn by sunlight and blue space, 

rising always, reaching out for us 

into the universe, rooted as we were. 
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If we met upon some jasper 

street, where far from me perhaps 
vour mansion gleams, whiter than 

vour familys store under the water oaks, 
vou wouldn't know me —I hardly 


recognize myself these days, 

gray: headed and misshapen, wilted 
since you left, but I've held 

you fresh, like a picture: starched 
white shirt, knife-edged navy blue 


pants, much younger now than me. 
Yes, voud no doubt politely 

pass me by, as vou nearly did 
before, and I will twist and turn, 

a wrinkled useless IOU, 


blown down empty roads, 

torn in two. Now I walk 

fallow fields, clutch my hoarded 
mementos of what you liked about me, 
your chuckle when I learned 


how to cook collards for you, 
how the high arch of your foot 
fit over mine, how youd run your 
fingers over my hair, smooth its 


stubborn, ragged edges. 
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How It Goes Since You’ve Gone 


“one scans life, half asleep in the dream of sequentiality.” 
—John Updike 


If things would only stay in their places, stop 
moving around so I could keep track of them, 
slipping from one tabletop to another, landing 
beside the phone, under the newspaper tucked 
like a bookmark into an overdue book left 
open to page 173 on the back of the sofa 


while the 24-hour news channel insists 

upon the changing time, weather, terrorist 

attacks, presidential news conference, and outside 
the wood thrush has replaced the chickadee, and 
hairy fists of caladium bulbs uncurl pink 

claws, break through earth’s crust to seize the light. 
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Like a Sestina 


Yuu come to me sometimes in a dream 

but I awake forgetting how you stood there 

with me in a pine forest's striped shadows, dim 
presence fading, its meaning for me to solve alone 
your absence the darkness of that mystery 

when | recall you in my dream, numinous gift 


or answer to prayet, early advent gift 

fleeting, inscrutable, most welcome dream 

where I search through crowded pathways, the mystery 
eluding me, forgotten when you surprise me there 
laughing and amorous, speaking to me alone 

holding me close, the crowd around us dim. 


Yuu smile at my denseness, say, “What a dim- 

wit you are!” as I stand safe in your arms, a gift 
beyond imagining, being with you, no longer alone 
but, still a skeptic even in my dream, 

I wonder if this is some late- night deo there 

on the vacant TV screen, maybe a mystery 


or game-show puzzle to solve. Wary of mystery 
cults, unwilling initiate of smoky, dim 
rites, iucredulous, I cling to you there, 
your solid seeming body all the gift 
I ask, except tu live forever in this dream, 
live au idyll where I'm with you alone. 


You Say, ouce initiated, I won't feel alone 

will never be alone, I'll uuderstand the mystery 
aud your presence will be no longer a dreain 
but already the scene is clouding over, dit, 
nothing revealed, just your arms, a gilt 

[cling to. Your old tweed coat there 


bayyy aud worn, makes me a believer, nu ghost there 

but you, no mystical figmeut beyond uuderstanding alone, 

no auswers to riddles, that kind of cold gift 

no, | have you with me, for a moment, aud even in a mystery 
if that’s how it must be, ’'m grateful, fer even a dim 

visitation, this frowded: halt- remeinbered dreain 


for Jungian dieai aualysis of images, there 
tu be interpreted for diin psychic clues that leave me alone 
with the mystery of a dreain of you, my gift. 
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I Came Again 


to the mountains and 

their ranges and folds of blue 
blurred like brush 

strokes had not 

hazed sorrow’s 


deep gap. 


Single-Breasted 


Ugly scar track across my chest 
marks me like that other lack 


that years ago made me single 
where I had been wed, symmetrical, 


feeding, fed. Off balance, sore 
disfigured, forced to try as once 


before to reach out and up, 
stretch torn tendons, take down a breakfast 


cup, a blanket from the shelf, 
swim the Australian crawl, learn 


to face myself. I know that feeling’s 
first before prosthesis, before 


all lofty concepts thrust on hungry 
mind, and in that hollow gouged from 


body’s bone I feel you living on. 
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Body’ Tune 


—for my sons 


It’s no good telling me I’m a cerebral 
being, that mind, impervious as moon 
rocks to time’s snow, prevails eternal, 
shining tool that outlasts the mortal 
shell. I hum the body’s tune. 


Remember how I couldn’t understand 

rock’s beat relentlessly repeated 

(you had every lyric, every band 

of every Beatle cut at your command. ) 
Without the words, I knew that I was cheated. 


Now I hear the beat of body’s slow decline 
you say I should ignore and think of what 
endures, but body’s drag and whine 

(like a needle on a scratch, the song untwined) 
distracts me from the thread of the plot. 


Frail body bears by the moon, feeds on the rind 
of the sun, swims in the turning tides of time 
and will rot, but its lovely tune 

along the double helix’s spiral line 

in all your mortal cells climbs and chimes. 
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Aphrodite’s Many-Colored Garment 


“In it was love and in it desire and in it blandishing persuasion 
which steals the mind even of the wise.” 
— Homer 


My shapes changed, 

a dumpy, swollen stranger 
hung upon these hipbones, 
shoulderblades 


that used to jut out 

under dresses Grandmother 
crocheted from cones of 
cotton string 


when we had more 
time than money. Now 
colors bright as 

flower catalogs 


make this dress, just my size, 
swaying on the carousel 

rack (reduced 30%) 

promise to reverse 


dog-day August, 
change it back to 
April, transform 
me, but not, 


I know, and turn 
aside, not without the lost 
forgiving —lying — 


mirror of your eyes. 


82 


Frayed Edges 


Garden 


My neglected garden does not thrive 
but images survive, a single 

bud on the Crimson Glory, a few 
listing foxglove spires. 


Rosy oxalis spots the grass 

path, defies herbaceous borders, 
becomes a bag-lady weed, tough, 
gaudy, trodden, unafraid. 


Every year more shade: 

dogwood volunteers, sweet 

gum sprouts, water oaks" 
thickened trunks, spreading roots 


less white sky even at noon 

above the sundial set 

where the paths cross with mocking 
motto: “The best is yet to be.” 


These empty nights a quaint 
moon tangled in pine boughs 
hangs over the garden, 

winks at my fumble for the key. 
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What’s Left 


I call her His Cat. 

She stares, licks a spot 

on her right shoulder she forgot, 

blinks from her great distance on the mat. 


I’m hers, not, 

the One she wanted, but 

she’s learned by now to cope with what 
is left; she does not hiss at barking fate, 


knows that 

He’s not anywhere, not 

replaceable like the butterfly out 

in the garden, the orange flames leaping up in the grate. 
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Mahogany Cat’s Gone 


Along with my house and lot, my silver 
spoons, you were left to me, left behind 
when he vanished from our other dappled 
world where light wore a different color. 


That morning after rain, you left 

me behind beneath overcast skies, birds 
migrating farther south, butterflies 
balancing on the lantana bush. 


Black as a shadow with white 
shoes, you could have 
hidden under the Japanese 
pine or the pampas 

grass, but you left your 
food untouched, milk 

in your saucer soured, 

For 12 years you 

survived the One we 
loved, reproached 

me for frequent 
disappearances, bore 

my granddaughter’s rough 
caresses with injured 

air, met 


my car. I hardly knew 

I needed you: you snagged my stockinged 
ankles at the icebox door, 

stalked away in high-tailed 

disdain of me, your 

heedless devotee. 


Now I wake, dreaming 

I hear your old deep-throated 
cry, born of what fear or pain 

I never knew, but eloquent of our 
loss. The screen door you 
strummed between us 

frames an empty space. 
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Among Friends 


I wont need to rush for time 
will stop, death for me will die 


after the wheeled trip down the aisle 
into the earth or thread of smoke 


rising into the sky. No longer 
separate I'll laugh with young friends 


scattered like a drift of red 
poppies in the grass. Transformed, 


Tl nod and turn in wind-stirred fallow 
fields, greet each smiling face. 


Chosen Site 


— "When ready to sow, choose a sunny site.” 
(Thompson & Morgan seed packet) 


Red saffron sun low 

in the west gazes 

through bare trees, finds me 
where again I kneel 


still caught between fear 
and desire, trowel 

deep in sandy loam 

and clay, broken down, 


raked clean, ready to 
receive the dust of 
seeds. Impatient, 

I must wait, fear frost— 


yet if I’m to see 
summer bloom, plant soon 
before shade obscures 
the sun from this site. 
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Traveling Through the Gorges 


“The concept of completion is alien to Chinese thinking.” 
—Michael Sullivan, The Arts of China 


Along the Daning River yellow 
lilies bloom, rise out of layered 
limestone. Monkeys bounce and wail through 


tong trees where canyon walls shadow tea-colored 
waters roil and ripple through the gorges 
depicted eons ago by other travelers, 


landscape painters opening doors, offering 
fragments to view through eternitys wide-angled lens. 
Spirits rise as early mists unveil dream-like 


shapes, reveal our incompletion in their soaring 
shapes. The red-shirted boatman shoves his bamboo 
pole against pebbled shoals along the singing 


river, the sky a slit between precipices 
streaked green, gold, rust, shutting out the sinking 
sun. The sampan motor coughs, slows, returns 


travelers under the Dragon-gate Bridge —overwhelmed, 


alien, drunk with the gorges’ exaltation, 
discontent to leave, to die having just begun. 
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“These sudden ends of time must give us pause. 
We fray into the future, rarely wrought, 
Save in the tapestries of afterthought.” 

— Richard Wiilbur 


Deciduous trees — oak, 
sweetgum, maple, ash— 
unleaved in January 


etch a scribbled 
fringe above pines’ 
dark brocaded shapes, 


Their long needles’ 
stiff frill against 
pale sky: look 


Marchs first red 
will rise from 
frayed swamp maples 


as stained glass 
windows frazzle hueless 
light into color 


and from worn 
sleeve edges wrists 
will twist their 


work, threadbare fabric 
mark the cost 
of slow creation. 


From what's wasted, 


frail, ended, sprung, 
spent comes spring. 
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